CHAPTER XIV
Lumen Curi<e
THE RECORDER, a white old man, was in his restless
dotage. You never knew what side he'd be on. If
he favoured you at the beginning of a case you might
be in gaol at the end.
" And who is this widow ?" he asked.
" She isn't a widow, your Lordship," Lad Lane, the
counsel for the plaintiff, said,
" Nonsense ! I am distinctly under the impression
that she is the widow of Toucher Duff. You said so
yourself."
" I said ' relict/ your Lordship. She is a lady who
lived as his housekeeper with the lately departed
sportsman."
The Recorder sat up and glared over his spectacles
at the woman who, acting on instructions, was sobbing
quietly, for she had been told that when Counsel
produced his handkerchief she was to break down.
On a second and emergency production she was to
collapse. This was round one.
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